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      The moment she appeared at the entrance of the library, my breath caught in my throat and a chill ran down my spine.

      I tried to act nonchalant, but my cheeks betrayed me with a warm, pink flush. And my eyes widened as she made her way across the floor.

      She had a quiet grace about her that demanded attention, and I couldn't help but notice every detail of her appearance – from the delicate perfection her face, to the way her lush, golden-blonde hair fell perfectly over her shoulders.

      Every day, at the same time, she would come in and make my heart race with anticipation. My lips would part and, before I even knew it, I would feel a tingle. What could I do, though? I couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement in all those forbidden places.

      No matter how busy I was with tasks behind the desk, I always made sure to sneak glances at her.

      She wasn't flashy or loud, but somehow her presence commanded the attention of the entire library—commanded my attention, anyway.

      Her movements out of the corner of my eye would catch my glance as I scanned books clumsily for other patrons. I was smitten—perhaps already well beyond smitten.

      I didn't even know much about her, but I did notice that she always seemed to wear something green.

      A delicate emerald necklace adorned her neck every day. And while her bracelets varied, each set always had one with a touch of emerald, jade or forest. It seemed to be the color she preferred, or perhaps the color she thought looked best adorning her.

      Whatever the case, it suited her wonderfully. I sometimes couldn’t help but think of her as some sort of forest, earthen maiden, draped in the green of the forest and radiating with an energy I desperately needed to understand and touch.

      It was bad enough watching her from a distance. But my heart would pound in my chest any time she approached the counter to check out her books.

      From her choices, I gathered she was a film student. Typically, there isn’t much else to pass the time at the library, but to find some curiosity in whatever the customers check-out.

      But her case went far beyond mere curiosity—I wanted to know everything about her. And the books she chose to borrow at least provided me a small glimpse into her life.

      I snuck glances at her while she looked at her phone and I continued scanning the books one by one. I was a bit slower than I needed to be, but I couldn’t help it—I was barely holding it together as it was.

      It struck me as odd that she spent so much time in the library for someone in the visual arts program; they were usually busy with lab projects and homework, not reading and writing essays.

      Maybe she wasn’t even a film student. It wasn’t as if I knew anything about her. I only knew her name because of her library card: Jennifer.

      ‘Jennifer’ seemed an appropriately sunny name for a girl like her.

      And it didn’t take long before I realized her books covered more topics than just film; she was interested in politics, philosophy, and literature as well.

      During a few visits, she would come to my desk with at least ten books in tow and a coy smile cracked on her lips—dimples forming in her soft cheeks.

      Today was no different; she approached me with that same radiant smile.

      Her crop top was a shade of green that complemented her small emerald necklace perfectly. The stone hung in a teardrop shape just above the line of her cleavage, making it hard for me to look away even though I tried not to stare too long.

      The truth was, I had never seen anyone sexier than Jennifer Holden. As if my secret attraction to other girls wasn’t difficult enough—definitely not what my conservative southern parents had in mind—I found myself pining for a girl who was likely straight.

      The last thing I wanted was to out myself if she wasn't interested in me—in that way.

      Despite all of this, there was something about the way she looked at me when I checked out her books that gave me a glimmer of hope.

      I felt a surge of adrenaline and couldn’t seem to keep my words in my mouth. Suddenly, out-spilled my stammering, nervous voice.

      "I love this artist," I commented as I scanned one of her books and tried my best to appear nonchalant. "She does really amazing work."

      "Oh my god, I know," Jennifer returned with an enthused smile.

      Eliciting such a nice response from Jennifer made me giggle nervously for a moment and my manager was quick to hush me from behind.

      But Jennifer just chuckled softly and held my gaze. It felt somehow like we’d just shared an inside joke, and it made my heart flutter.

      She lowered her voice and whispered, "Have you ever seen her work in person?"

      "No," I replied sadly. "There was an exhibit downtown last year, but I had to work. You know how it is."

      "Oh, funny; that's the one I went to," she said with a smile. "It was incredible. Maybe next time you skip work and go see it?" Her eyes briefly flickered over my shoulder and I imagined my manager giving us a disapproving look.

      Meanwhile, Jennifer was grinning at me, as if hanging in suspense that I would agree—right then and there—to become her partner in crime, cutting out from work to go to the photography gallery.

      "I'll consider it," I promised with a smile and a nod.

      Jennifer handed me her library card, then. Our fingers brushed against each other as I took it from her.

      Jennifer Holden.

      I couldn't hide my happiness as I scanned her books for her.

      She watched my every move intently, and when I handed back her card, our eyes met again. As she put her card back in her bag, I couldn't resist sneaking another glance at her figure.

      This time, she caught me looking and met my gaze with a small smirk on her lips.

      “Did you forget something?” she asked me, looking over her shoulder and smiling as though she knew I had been looking at her.

      ‘Yes. Your phone number!’ I thought to myself, imagining what it might be like to actually say the words to her.

      “What’s your name?” she then asked me. She came back over and lowered herself at the counter until her breasts pushed against the top of it.

      “Michelle,” I said.

      I took a deep breath and my face felt warm with embarrassment and adrenaline as I bit my lip and turned my gaze down to catch a glimpse of her cleavage. I couldn’t help myself, but my conscience felt guilty for it.

      “I always get a bit happy when I see you working at the desk,” she confessed.

      “Really?” I said, surprised.

      “Of course,” Jennifer smiled. “You always comment on my books, for one—nobody ever does that. They don’t know the first thing to say when they see me checking out a book called ‘Into the Void: A Study on Early 1900’s Bohemian Theatre,’” she said with a small chuckle.

      I rolled my eyes and smiled back. “Well, you aren’t going to get much traction with Robert,” I said, referencing the older, curmudgeonly man who usually works the early morning shift and has no patience of anything ‘artsy.’

      “So, we feel the same about Robert, hm?” Jennifer smiled. “Maybe we feel the same on a lot of things,” she added.

      I wanted desperately to say something—anything—to her, then, but I froze.

      “Until next time?” she said with a wink. My heart was racing. Was she flirting with me? I excused myself to the bathroom just so I could catch my breath.

      I slipped into a stall and locked the door.

      I leaned back against the door and slipped my hand inside my panties. My pussy was wet and pulsing. I closed my eyes and pictured Jennifer on her knees below me, pressing her pretty pink lips to me. I pictured her tongue gliding up and down my slit. Circling my clit. I pictured her massaging my breasts and looking up at me with those gorgeous green eyes.

      I pictured the two of us together, dating, sipping coffee, laughing—moaning between the bed-sheets in my apartment. I pictured myself tangled with Jennifer Holden and whimpering uncontrollably—unashamedly—with pleasure.

      My fingers worked and circled; each motion more furious than the last.

      My back arched. I ran one hand across my neck as I thought about kissing hers. My pussy tingled. My legs quivered. I tried to stifle my moans, but they only grew louder.

      “Fuck,” I gasped. I knew I would climax soon. Could I honestly do something so dirty as to have an orgasm in the library bathroom? I’d already come this far, though. I tried to keep myself as quiet as possible, but I was huffing for breath with my panties around my writhing, restless ankles. What if somebody heard me? What would they think?

      But I didn’t care. I didn’t have the mental capacity to care for one second. I was too busy thinking about Jennifer. Thinking about her clothes sliding from her body. Thinking about us…

      “Ugh… mmm, fuck!”

      And then I came. Wave after wave of heated pleasure swept through me.

      I caught my breath and adjusted my clothes until I looked somewhat presentable. I opened the stall door and was stopped in my tracks as I rounded the corner.

      “Having some fun in there?” said Jennifer, who’d been leaning against the wall across from my stall. I hadn’t heard anyone come or go, but then, I’d been too busy living in my steamy fantasy to notice.

      “Um, hi,” I said. I was about as nervous as a guilty suspect facing down a detective in an interrogation room.

      “How long have you been right there?” I asked her, feeling my cheeks burn with embarrassment. I was still catching my breath, feeling my chest rise and fall in rapid succession. And this little confrontation wasn’t going to do anything to calm me, either.

      “Oh, long enough,” she said with a grin.

      “I… I was just…” I started.

      Jennifer cut me off and smiled knowingly. She lowered her voice, bit her lip and then said, “It’s okay. I do that sometimes, too.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, moving past her and making way for the sink. I washed my hands and ignored the reflection in the mirror, yet still compulsively teased my bangs in hopes that I looked a little less like I’d been masturbating in the stall. I was too embarrassed to let her see me for another moment.

      “Come on, girl,” she said, following me to the sinks.

      She stood beside me with her arms folded across her chest. “You don’t need to feel embarrassed. We all need to get off sometime.” She licked her lips and her eyes beamed. “I’m not surprised to find you here, either—if I’m being entirely honest. You seemed like you were a little tight just now at the check-out counter.”

      I dried my hands and turned to her. “What do you mean?”

      “You seemed like you were thinking about something—or somebody—intensely while we were chatting about photo exhibit. I’m guessing you’ve got a few guys you’re leading on? A beautiful girl like you? It wouldn’t surprise me.”

      “What? I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said with a nervous laugh.

      “Well, you were rubbing your pussy, right?” Jennifer said with a low voice and a big grin. “Which guy were you thinking about? Someone you work with? I saw that cute guy by the shelving cart.”

      I couldn’t keep the disappointment at bay. Her insistence that I was thinking about a guy convinced me she must have been straight.

      Even someone who was bisexual would admit it could be either a guy or a girl.

      “Um, no,” I told her. “Just some guy from one of my classes.”

      “Oh,” she said, her smile fading just a touch. “That’s cool. You should ask him out sometime.” She walked to the door and pulled it open. “He’d be very lucky to have you.”

      She left the bathroom and left me in haze of mixed signals. I needed to know more about Jennifer. I rushed out of the bathroom in an attempt to find her and invite her to get some coffee after my shift, but she was gone. I’d have to wait until the next time she came in.

      But she didn’t come in over the next few weeks. I’d never gone so long without seeing her before. My days felt dull and empty. I spent so much time thinking about her and wondering where she went. Wondering why she hadn’t shown up to check out any more books. I stamped every other person’s book like it was the last thing I wanted to do.

      I sat in my dorm one night, scrolling through my phone. If Jennifer had a social media account, it was hard to find. I dug through profile after profile, searching all of the Jennifer Holdens in my area. Finally, I gave up and tossed my phone on the edge of the bed and lay down.

      But I couldn’t sleep. My body needed companionship. Even if my heart wasn’t interested. I picked up my phone again and opened my hookup app. I scrolled through the available girls until I found one that looked familiar.

      She went by the name Rayanne, but it had to be her. It looked just like Jennifer. Why didn’t she want to use her real name? I looked through her profile and felt my adrenaline kick up when it said she was interested in girls. I’d been wrong. Maybe she was asking me about a guy that day because she was feeling me out. Trying to see if I was a lesbian.

      I decided to contact her through the app.

      You aren’t straight? She replied back.

      No. I thought you were.

      She sent a smiley face emoji. I have to say this is a pleasant surprise.

      Same, I typed.

      Let’s do something. Are you free?

      My heart raced as I typed yes.

      We met up at a courtyard in front of her dorm. She lived all the way across campus from me, which must’ve been why I’d only ever seen her in the library. She looked stunning in a flowing blue sundress and white sandals. The night was warm and humid. I’d worn shorts and my cutest blouse.

      She was sitting on the edge of a large fountain in the courtyard. I was nervous and shaking as I approached her. I shoved my hands in my pocket and said, “Hi.”

      She turned over her shoulder and smiled when she saw me. “Hey.” She stood and grabbed her purse. “So, what do you want to do?”

      I shrugged. “It’s late. Most places are closed. Unless you drink?”

      “Not really my thing,” she said. “Hey, you don’t have access to the library at night, do you?”

      I cocked my brow and smiled. “Are you using me to get access to the library? I know you love books, but this is ridiculous.”

      She laughed and playfully shoved me. “No way,” she said. “How do you know I love books?”

      “I’ve kind of noticed you every day that you come in. You come in a lot. I also know you’re studying film.”

      “That’s kind of pervy,” she teased. She stepped in closer and her eyes held my gaze. “Fortunately, I like that you paid attention.”

      “You do?” I was tempted to run my fingers across her cheek and lean in for a kiss, but I didn’t have the courage. Instead, I chewed on the inside of my lip and listened to the sound of blood pumping through my veins. I wanted her. I wanted her like I’d never wanted anything before.

      “You never answered my question,” she teased. “Can we get into the library this late?”

      I smiled. “I know a side entrance we can use. It never locks properly, but no one really pays attention to it.”

      “Sounds risky,” she said. “What if someone wanted to come in and steal a bunch of books?”

      “Trust me, you’re the only one I’d have to worry about doing that.” We both laughed. “Besides, it’s not a door most people would think to use. All the others are locked.”

      “Is there an alarm?” she asked, running her hands up and down my arm. My body tingled. My heart raced.

      “No,” I managed to choke out.

      “Then what are we waiting for?” she asked. She took my hand and began pulling me in the direction of the library.

      We walked ten minutes until we were there. The shadows stretched across the ground like long fingers. I wondered what Jennifer wanted to do in the library. Whatever it was, I didn’t care. I just wanted to see her. To talk to her. To get to know her.

      We reached the side entrance and ducked into the shadows of the doorway. I felt Jennifer’s hand on my lower back as I pulled the door open. I turned to face her and pulled her in with me. She pressed her body tight to mine as I shut the door. I couldn’t see her in the dark, but I could feel her curves against me and hear her breathing. It was shallow and frequent.

      I was breathing similarly. And then I felt her soft, warm lips press against mine. She tasted like honey and coconut and felt like a warm summer’s day. My fingers found her cheek and I cupped it in my hand.

      “Jennifer. You are so beautiful,” I said when we broke our kiss. “I’ve wanted you since the first day I saw you. I can’t believe I’m holding you in my arms right now.”

      My eyes started adjusting in the dark and I could just make out her shifting eyes and smile. “Why didn’t you ever say anything, then?”

      “Because…I didn’t know if you were…”

      “A lesbian?”

      “Yeah,” I said.

      “Well,” she said, taking my hands in hers. “Now you know.” We kissed again, our breathing intensifying. Kissing her was like breathing fresh mountain air. Yet it warmed me. A fire grew in my belly. As we kissed, Jennifer pulled me along the dark hallway until we were in the main room of the first floor, surrounded by books. Desks filled the middle of the room and Jennifer leaned up against one, pulling me into her. Moonlight streamed in through the windows, creating a glow against her soft body.

      Our chests heaved up and down. Our nostrils flared. Our hands began to roam to new places. Mine charted her neck and hers landed on my waist. I formed cradles with my palms to make her feel safe.

       Her head leaned back in my hands and her lips relaxed, then parted. I kissed her bottom lip then her top lip. I relaxed my jaw, opening my mouth slightly, less than an inch from hers. I watched her expression relax. Her eyes were closed, but not tightly. Her skin was angelic in the moonlight. Her breath was quick as she anticipated my next move.

       I slipped my tongue out, letting the tip of it rest on the center of her bottom lip. Then I traced each groove and line of her mouth with my tongue before slipping it inside. When our tongues finally weaved together, all felt right with the world. This is where I belong, I thought.

       I circled her tongue and glided along the roof of her mouth. Her lips tightened against mine. Her fingers grasped the edge of my shirt tightly to hold back the lust. I could feel her knuckles brushing against my lower back, sending chills up my spine. My thumb found the front of her neck and I drew a line from her chin to her collar bone, near the silky fabric of her dress.

       She relaxed one of her hands, laying it flat against my back underneath my shirt. Her hand was warm against my skin and I exhaled into her mouth. I moved my other hand to her upper back, under her golden locks of hair. My fingers found a button, then a zipper. I slid it slowly down, revealing inch by inch of skin to the cool library air. She gasped and my legs quivered.

       I couldn’t believe we were doing this in the library, but I knew I couldn’t wait any longer to have her. She was mine for tonight and I wanted her to know how happy I was. I wanted to give her the same pleasure.

       I slid my hand against her back, unfastening her bra. My lips had moved to her cheek, then her ear, and finally landed on her neck. I could hear and feel her breathing in my ear. Heat blazed between my legs at the sound of her faint moaning.

       “I want you,” she whispered. I pulled her tightly to me as the euphoria set in.

       “I want you too,” I whispered back against the skin of her neck. Her bra was unhooked, but I didn’t remove her dress yet. Instead, I moved my hand to her chest and massaged her breast. Her gasps grew louder and her eyes opened. I pulled away to see green emeralds staring into me. Then I lay her back against two of the desks that sat side-by-side. She looked beautiful laying there.

       As if she suddenly realized we were in the library still, she looked around nervously to see if we were mostly alone. The night was dark and silent. There was only moonlight pouring in across her skin. She relaxed at the realization and then raised her arms above her head. It was an invitation.

       I climbed over her, grabbed her waist and pulled her close to me, laying my lips on her again. She moaned through our kiss. My hands traveled from her shoulders down her arms. My fingers interlocked in hers. I felt more alive than I had in a long time.

       I slid my thigh between hers. The bottom of her dress rode up her thighs and to her hips. I caught a glimpse of a white lace thong. Was she hoping for this tonight? I wondered. My bare knee pressed against her panties and she leaned her head back as I hovered over her.

       I wrapped my fingers around her dress straps and pulled them off her shoulders far enough so her breasts were free. Then I lifted her bra, also white lace, so her breasts sat between the blue and white fabric. The air was cool and her nipples were hard. I could feel my own panties soaking in a wet pool.

       “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I told her, admiring the seductive way her blond hair fell around her.

       “So are you,” she said in a low, husky tone. I couldn’t help but lean close to her, pushing my mouth into hers and caressing her breasts.

       My tongue slid between her lips, my thigh between her thighs, and my thumbs brushed against her hardened nipples. She leaned back against the desk and I was careful to be gentle with her. I kissed her cheek and then her neck, until I was close enough to get my lips to her breasts.

       I took in her left nipple, flicked my tongue across it and listened eagerly for her moans. She squirmed under me. My panties couldn’t be any wetter from the sounds she made. She arched her back and I switched sides, brushing my fingers across the free nipple while I sucked. I circled my tongue around the areola. I playfully drew designs across her skin with the tip of my tongue.

       Then I slid a hand down her stomach and to the edge of her dress. I dragged my fingers over her white panties and cupped her wet mound. She pushed her hips against me, the softest coos leaving her sexy, parted lips.

       I lay above her, my lips just touching hers. My hand cupped her breast while my other hand explored between her thighs. I dragged my knuckles up and down her mound, and circled them around her nipple. She tensed and writhed. I took pleasure in watching her. I inhaled her honey and coconut scent.

       Her hands traveled up my back. Her nails seared lustful marks into my skin. She unclasped my bra and in one swift motion, lifted my shirt and bra just above my breasts. The cold air heightened my senses and I released a moan of my own. Her hands cupped my breasts. I watched her bite her bottom lip.

       She was beating me at my own game. I wanted to see her come and she was getting me too hot and too bothered. I leaned in and bit her lip softly. I couldn’t take her writhing and her soft hands on my breast. Then she slid her thigh between mine.

       I lowered my forehead to hers as my breathing grew heavier. I saw a sly smile cross her face and I gave her playful glare. I wasn’t having this. I slid my fingers under the fabric of her panties, pulling it to the side. Then I dipped a finger into her wet pool. I pulled it to my lips and sucked it clean.

       She moaned at the sight and I kissed her. I moved my fingers back to her dark crevice to play. They danced along her folds and she twitched at my touch. She pushed her thigh harder against me, trying to make me come first.

       When my fingers were covered in her juices, I circled her clit, lubricating it. Her pussy swelled and throbbed at my touch.

       Frustrated, she started to unfasten my shorts. I smiled at how much harder I’d be to get to. “That’s what you get for wearing such a pretty dress,” I told her.

       “Shut up you sneak.” She stuck out her tongue playfully and I wrapped my lips around it. We both started moaning into each other as we played with each other’s wet pussies. Her fingers lay just over the fabric of my panties, circling me through them.

       I rested my head on her chest as I enjoyed her fingers for just a moment, but I didn’t want to come yet. I distracted myself by moving my mouth back to her nipple. Big mistake, I thought as the sound of her moan nearly brought me to orgasm.

       I pushed my lips back against hers to silence her. I rubbed and circled her clit and watched her brows furrow. I kissed the space between them. She started panting. Short, sexy breaths escaped her.

       “You look so sexy,” I whispered as I pleased her. She worked a smile onto her tense face. She was close and she wasn’t fighting back anymore.

       She bit her lip again and I watched her in awe as I kept my rhythm. She panted and I circled, massaging her breasts as she rocked her hips.

       I grinded into her thigh and she tried her best to focus attention on my breasts, but I didn’t mind her being a little distracted. I placed my lips on her earlobe. I sucked the skin and flicked my tongue across it. Then I moved my kisses to her neck near where it met her collarbone. Her back arched and her legs shook.

       I flicked her nipple with my thumb, bit the skin on her neck, and dipped a finger into her wet slit. As I dragged it back up to meet her clit that’s when I felt her begin to shake. Her pussy opened up to me in small vibrating pulses.

       Her hands clasped my hair and she let out a wild scream. If anyone had been near the building they definitely would’ve known what we were up to. Her loud yell and her quivering body made it difficult to hold back. She was so gorgeous, and my hand was lucky enough to rest between her thighs. Her gorgeous breasts heaved up and down as she came.

       That was all I could take. I grinded into her thigh and my breasts brushed up against her. Soon I was quivering with her. I moaned into her ear and as she came down, she chuckled at me. I couldn’t have cared less.

       I twisted over her and buried my forehead into the crevice of her neck as the electric pulse from between my legs ravaged my whole body. I felt like I was on fire and in heaven at the same time. Images of beaches and palm trees flashed into my mind, as her coconut scent wrapped around me. I collapsed above her, panting as she stroked my hair.

       Once we caught our breath, I pulled up and we straightened our clothes. “I can’t believe no one has caught us yet,” said Jennifer.

       “Me neither. Especially with how loud you moan,” I said. She smiled and her cheeks were rosy in the moonlight. I helped her with her dress, running the zipper up in the back.

       I took her hand and pulled her toward the books. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and used the flashlight app on it. “What are you doing?” she asked with a giggle.

       “I want to know you,” I told her. “I want you to show me everything that interests you. I want to know why. I want to know who you are and how you came to be.”

       “No one has ever wanted to follow me around a library before,” she said. “You’re definitely the first.”

       I brought her knuckles to my lips and kissed them. “I hope I can be a first at a lot of things.”

       We scoured the library all night and grew closer than we’d been. We left each other knowing we’d be seeing each other again and again. We had regular, nightly meet-ups in the library and no one ever caught us. Eventually, we took things to the next level and started a relationship. It was all I’d ever wanted and I felt like the luckiest girl alive.
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      Want more lesbian first time stories?

      Dive In

      Rivals

      Too Close

      Opening Up

      Stranded

      She’s the Boss

      Noisy Neighbor

      Summer Job

      Breakup

      Roll the Dice

      Caught

      Bully

      Rebound

      So Close

      Older Woman

      Juicy

      Hot Flames

      Dirty Photo

      The Cabin

      Boss’s Orders

      Muse

      Just One Night

      Hot Summer

      College Party

      The Bet

      Sorority Girls

      Model

      In the Library

      Country Girl

      Music Festival

      Gentle Touch

      Best Friends

      Coming Home

      Coming Together

      With My Boss

      Date Night

      New Neighbor

      Beach House

      Spring Break

      Cabin Fever

      The Doctor’s Intern

      The New Girl

      The Fitting Room

      Switching Teams

      Sleepover

      Skinny Dipping

      Cheer Captain

      College Roommates

      Between Friends

      Stripping the Competition

      Teammates

      Next Door Neighbor
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      Julia Young is an author of lesbian FF short stories.

      Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up, sexual awakenings, and adventures with other women.

      Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.
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